You were, perchance, an young and anxious
spouse
In discreet mutual consultation
As to where you your eggs should lay
That your enemies might not find their way,
You were, perhaps, to meet the occasion
Planning to seek a nest and leave this house;
Or perhaps you were a solitary couple
Weary of society's sickening mirth,
And loving sequestered walks and meditation
Calm laughing at the world's wild gay fashion,
With philosophic mirth looking down upon
earth
As universal ocean's vanishing bubble-
Or were you yourselves drinking the wine of love-
immortal - from the golden cup of youth
Sweet honeys of the spring- blossoms of Time?
Perchance you were in playful mood and rhyme
And sharing from each other's sprouting mouth
The viands made of plants or worms that move.
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